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In the camp kitchen we came upon a pile of frozen seal meat
which Byrd had had for his dogs. We who had more or less con-
templated subsisting on seals at Little America now turned up our
noses at this stuff. We were living on the fat of the land. At least,
it was the fat of Antarctica. Every other day we had boiled bully-
beef, alternating it with Dr. Coman's spicy pemmican.
A curious thing happened to us during the first, or sleepy,
period of our stay. One day Hollick-Kenyon woke me from sound
slumber by climbing out of his bunk—rising a litde early, I thought,
for my watch said just twelve o'clock. He went outdoors, but re-
turned a moment later, a perplexed look on his face. He saw me
looking at him.
"Say," he said, "do you know what time it is?"
"Why, yes," I answered. "It's just noon—twelve o'clock."
"That's what I thought," he said, "but, by George, the sun is dead
south! It's midnight!"
We had lost twelve hours somehow. We must have slept twenty-
four hours without a break.
But it grew dreadfully monotonous for me in the isolation into
which I had been thrown by the loss of my glasses and by Hollick-
Kenyon's absorption in his stack of mystery stories. Lying in my
bunk, I began to long for that other bottle of Napoleon brandy.
So queerly does imprisonment in the polar regions affect one's
character that I was too perverse to come out frankly for drinking
it at once.- No, I had to pretend that I was keeping to the original
plan. Just as once in the Arctic I took a subtle revenge upon poor
old Feucht by eating my oat biscuits after he had finished his, so
now I laid a sly plot against Hollick-Kenyon.
One evening before supper I said to him: "Well, to-night's
Christmas Eve. We?ll drink the brandy to celebrate."
"To-night?" he exclaimed. He got out his notebook. "According
to my diary, to-day's the twenty-third—two more days until
Christmas."
"You're wrong, Kenyon," I said calmly. "Those twelve hours we
lost must have mixed you up."
So we drank the brandy, and Hollick-Kenyon changed the dating
of his diary. After supper he examined his notes again, and I heard
him grumbling: "Lost a day! Don't see how I could have done

